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CHAPTER L

ccEiosmr.
In Saptember, 1882, I came back to

"Sew Tork from a fire years' residence
as an art student in Paris, and took, a
etndio "with living rooms attached in
St. Mark's place.

The house, which had formerly been
a private dwelling, was owned and the
three lower floors were occupied by an
old Frenchman named Archimede Mu-sell- e.

A large sign under the drawing
room windows read as follows, in let-
ters of gold upon a sable field:

ARCHBIEDE 3IUSELLE.
KSTERIOXATOB 09 D.SECTS.

I chanced to be passing through St.
Mark's place one day chortly after my
arrival here, when that sign caught my
attention. It struck me as delightful.
Exterminator of insects In its ingenu-
ous incongruity, its fearless blending of
the terrible with the minute, it seemed
not only intrinsically pleasant but very
agreeably and characteristically Gallic. I
halted and stood still before it, wrapped in
contemplation,wondering the while what
Eort of personage this exterminator might
be. My imagination pictured a roly
poly little fellow, French to his finger
tips, with a glossy bald pate, a blandly
benevolent countenance, an effusive
manner and then a fierce defiant black
mustache, waxed and curled upward at
the ends un Roland Furieux, mais bien
petit, as Grinchett is described in the
play. Anyhow, he would be, like his
ensign, anticlimacterio; a droll mixture
of ferocity and mildness, of the bellicose
and the bourgeois; breathing simulta-
neously fire, vengeance and a gentle odor
of soupe aux choux. I almost wished I
had some insect to offer up for extermi-
nation, so that I might make an excuse
for paying him a visit and scraping an
acquaintance. In default of any I was
at the point of moving off and continu-
ing my journey when I happened to ob-

serve another and smaller sign, suspend-
ed below the big one, advertising a
"Studio Apartment to Let.''

A studio apartment! The very tning
I was hunting for.

I climbed the steps, rang the bell and
told the j'oung man who opened to me
that I should like to look at the studio
apartment.

CHAPTER IL
THE EXTERMINATOR.

L IP Jill J

"Good morning, sair. You wecsh to look
atza appartament f

The young man he was in his sliirt-sleeve- s;

he emitted an aroma that trans-

ported mo in fancy to Marseilles, and he
spoke like a Frenchman who had picked
up his English on the Bowery the
young man sjiid, "Walk into do awffus
and set down; I go call de bosse."

"The boss?'' I queried. "That is Mr.
Musolle?"

"Sure." the young man responded.
The ollico into which he ushered me

was a section partitioned off from what
had of old time been the drawing room
of thf i ..on. A large desk stood bo--

iooen the windows and behind it sat a
snub nosed young lady with ruddy hair
writing in a huge leather bound account
book. 1 took possession of one of the
half dozen chairs that were ranged in a
row along the wall, and waited expect-imtl- y

for the exterminator to material-
ize.

I did not have to wait very long, and
then of course I saw that he corre-
sponded in no particular with my pre-
conception, being neither roly poly nor
bland of countenance nor fiercely mus-
tachioed. But I saw also and instantly
that he was a vast improvement upon it.
He looked precisely as though he had
stepped out of a French vaudeville. In-

deed, if an accurate portrait of him had
been shown to mo beforehand I coidd
never have believed that it represented
a real man in real life. I should have
taken for granted that it was either a
fancy sketch, or a caricature, or a bit
from the theatre.

He was tall, spare, erect .and manifest-
ly very old. He had the iVro, and espe-

cially the hands.of a very old man. His
hands were emaciated and discolored
upon the backs with freckles and large
yellowis.il blotches, as hands hardly ever
are until old ag comes on. and the skin
hung loosely from the bones and the
veins stood out dark and wiry, and the
finger sails were parched and corrugat-
ed in a way that signified unmistakably
advanced old age. His cheeks were
sunken, his hollow eyes were framed in
by a network of wrinkles: from each
side of his jaw and beneath his sharp,
prominent chin the mottled skin sagged
downward and formed a dewlap over his
Adam's apple. Yes, he was manifestly
very old; at a chariwfoie guess say 73.

And yet by the employment of sundry
readj-'enoug- h devices he had contrived
to turn himself into --

f-
most grotesque

simulacrum of " ....gishness. He wore
a wig of ah- - omit curling hair, in color
that ory reddish brown which one

sees except in wigs. His cavernous
a cheeks were painted carmine. His

wrinkles were half filled up with pow-
der. He was iressed in the latest and
most routhful frh'cn. wir.-i.;a"att-

y

cutaway coat, a white linen waistcoat, .

tower like standing collar, a modish blue
cravat and trousers that had ix-o- care-
fully creased in a straight line down the
front To give his toi!et the finishing
touch he had loaded himself with as
much jewelry as there was room for on
his person. His scrawny fingers glit-

tered with rings set with diamonds, ru-

bies, emeralds and sapphires; his cuffs,
pulled down well over his wrists, were
fastened with buttons of amethyst; a
massive golden watch chain, with

of charms and locketa.

stretched from pocket to pocket across
his stomach, and a monstrous solitaire
flashed from his cravat pin. To be sure,
all this was very uncanny and repulsive
in a way; but ft waa so extraordinary,
too, that taken in connection with the
gentleman's extraordinary calling it
only intensified my previous curiosity
about him. Beside, the gleam in his
bleary old eye was not unamiable.

He marched briskly into the room,
and after a brief glance at me and a po-

lite bow began in rather a piping treble
voice: "Good morning, sair. Youweesh
to look at ze appartament? Will you
tek the trobble to walk opstairs?'

I don't know what I had expected him
to say, but I was disappointed at what
he did say; a perfectly matter of fact
and business like inquiry, with nothing
more than a foreign accent to lend it
oddity. That seemed scarcely worthy
of his get up.

But "Yes," I admitted, "I should like
to look at the apartment."

And I followed him up two flights of
stairs.

The apartment comprised the whole of
the third story of the house. There was
a good sized front room, 20 feet in
depth by 25 in width, lighted by a large
window facing north, and behind that a
bedroom, a bathroom and a sitting room
completed the suite. The front room or
studio was well colored in neutral tints
and the other rooms were pleasantly
papered.

"What's the rent?" I asked.
"Eh, zat depend of 'ow you tek," the

exterminator replied, with that cockney
like contempt for aspirates which dis-

tinguishes his nation. "Eef you tek by
the mawns, feefty dollars a mawns. Eef
you tek by the year, five hundred for the
year."

This, which would have been dear
enough in Paris or in London, for New
York was cheap. I had already looked
at several studio apartments, but the
only ones that were tolerably spacious
and at the same time conveniently sit-

uated were simply exorbitant in price.
St. Mark's place was accessible enough,
and the quarter, if not fashionable, was
picturesque; and my landlord would, I
venturesomely surmised, prove to be
rather a host in himself. So "Very well;
I'll take the place for a year," I said.

"Aw right; that's aw right," he re-

turned. "And for reference? You re-fa- ir

me to?"
"Reference?" I repeated. I was not

aware that in New York a would-b- e ten-

ant, like a would-b-e housemaid, must es-

tablish a "character." Therefore, "Ref-
erence?" I repeated. "How do you mean?"

"Yes; s&wmbody who knows you, to
say if 3Tou are respectable and responsi-
ble," he explained, with unflinching
candor.

"Why, do I look suspicious?" I de-

manded.
He scrutinized me carefully before he

committed himself to an answer. Then,
"No, sair; you do not. You look aw
right, he vouchsafed, reassuringly. "JJut
it is my custom, halways w'en I rent an
appartament, to hask and geeve refer-
ences. I geeve you twenty w'en we re-to-

downstairs."
"Oh, I see. It is the custom. Oh,

very well. I refer j'on to vay cousin, Mr.
Eliot Morgan, of the firm of Morgan,
Wynn & Co., bankers, down in Wall
street. Is that s'umVient?"

You see I rather fancied that the name
of so eminent a financier as Eliot Morgan,
pronounced by me with copsinly famil-
iarity, would perhaps a little daunt my
unconfiding friend. But I deceived my-
self.

"All right," was the exterminator's
self possessed reply, "I go see Mr. Mor-

gan morning, and if he say
you are aw right the appartament is
yours."

We went back to his office, and there
he handed me a circular advertising his
business as an exterminator of insects.
"I undertake, by the particular job or
on yearly contract, to exterminate all
varieties of insects from your furniture,
your clothing, your furs, your house.
Moths a specialty. Also, for sale in
pound, half pound and quarter pound
packages, or in any quantity, Muselle's
Magic Lined icide, positively guaranteed
as the beet insect powder in the universe.
I refer by permission to the following
well known citizens" In number some
thirty.

"Those ladies and gentlemen are of
my clients," ho informed me. "I refair
yon to henuy or hall of them."

Just as 1 was leaving it occurred to me
to ask: "Oh, by the bye. are there any
other artists in the house?"

"There is a vouu budy 'r.rh'st on tho
floor above you the top floor. She is a
female hartist, you onderstand. Her
nameisMees Wait; if I pronounce it
you will not know how to spell it; if I
spell it you will not know how it is pro-

nounce. 1 write it for you."
He procured a pencil and a scrap of

paper from his bookkeeper, and wrote in a
stiff, old fashioned French hand, "Miss
Sophie Paulovna Eczardy."

"You know hair:" he questioned.
"No; I don't, know her. It is an odd

name. How should it be pronounced?"
"Well, jus' for fon, you tell me how

you think."
"Well, not as it's spelled, of course.

Not Ecz-ardy-

"Oh. nun-nun-n- Hit is a 'Ungarian
name, and they pronounce it jus' like it
was tho letters Haich-ar-de- e Haich-ard- y.

Ain't that founy?"
"Very. And who are they?"
"The young leddy and her faralr. 'E

is one Doctor Eczardy. 'E is an eenva-leo- d.

E die of cawnsoinption, you on-

derstand. His name is Paul Eczardy,
wiz anuzzer name in the middle w'ich
finishes in itch too 'g to remember."

"And his daughter is an artist? What
does she paint?"

"Oh, anysing you wesh. She paint
you a miniature on hivory. She mek
you a beeg hoil painting. She tek you a
leetel photograph, and draw you from it
a picture in cravon any size you like.
Hall kinds of hart."

"Ah, yes. I see. You pays your money,
and you takes your choice?"

"Yes," assented the exterminator,
gravely; "that, is it exactly."

And'whatrver interest he had aroused
in me concerning my future neighbot
evaporated on the spot.

CHAPTER KL
THE MIIILIST.

Afortnightlaterfomidme established,
with my household gods and painting
tools around me, at MonsLur Muselle's,
and on the best of terms :th my land-

lord, who, by the way, haa turned out
to be a perfectly ordinary, good natured
and simple minded French bourgeois,
with no other noticeable idiosyncrasy
than that childish vanity which impelled
him to make a guy of himself in out-

ward 5DDearance,Jjut which znanifoeied
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resell in nommg eiT7.
On the day when I took possession, anu

while I was busy unpacking and putting
things in order, the old gentleman came
to pay mo a little visit.

"Well, it go aw right?' he began by
inquiring.

"Yes, thank you; it seems to go pret-
ty well," was my reply.

After which for a little neither of us
spoke. I continued my labor. He stood
still just within my threshold, and
beamed upon me with a benign though
rather vague and irrelevant smile.

By and by: "There is moch curiosity
about you opstairs," he announced, mak-
ing his tone and his physiognomy con-

fidential, and pointing with a bejewelled
finger to the ceiling.

' 'Indeed? What do they want to know?"'
I questioned.

"Well, she 'ave hask me, I guess, meb-b- e

twenty-fiv- e questions, all about you.
Your name, 'ow hold are you, 'ow you
look, w'ere you come from, who is yonr
family, w'at you pent everysing."

"And 3'ou, what have you told her?"
"Eh, w'at do I know to tell? I tell

her your name is Mr. Eliot, and you 'ave
the air to be mebbe 2G years hold, good
enough looking young feller for the rest,
and you come from Paris, w'ere you 'ave
made your stodies, and you got a brozer-in-la- w

rich benker, whose name is Mees-ta- ir

Morguean. That is all I can tell
her, because that is all I know."

"I'm sure I feel greatly flattered by
her interest in me," I said.

"Yes, it is real nice." Muselle agreed.
"The ole man, her fazair," ho wont on,
after a moment's pause, "hei3 afonny
ole feller. 'E die of cawnaomption, you
know."

"So yon told me the other day. Do
they think it's funny?"'

"Ah, that is not w'at I have meant. I
mean he is fonny in uzzair ways."

"Aha I For example?"
"Well, for example. Well, 'e is a

well, 'e is w'at you call in Eenglis lib-

eral."
"Liberal, is he? Then he is rich?"'
"Oh, no; you do not understand. I

mean in the politic. 'E is liberal, radi-
cal, communist. In Rossia 'o 'ave been
in prison five, six I do' know 'ow many
years for a revolutionist."

"Really! A live Nihilist! But but
I thought you said ho was Hungarian."

"The name Eczardy is 'Ungarian; yes,
you right. Bot the ole feller, 'e is Ros-sia- n.

His family 'ave reside in Rossia
since two hawndred year. Jus' like
mebbe you know Eenglis man named
Beauchamp, or uzzair French name, yet
'e is Eenglis all the same. 'E is Rossian
gentleman wiz 'Ungarian name, that's
all. Well, as I tell yon, 'e is a revolu-

tionist; and he get found hout in a plot;
and they arrest him and lock him op for
five or six years in soiitar' confinement,
all alone, waiting till they try him, and
zen they tek him before tho magistrate,
Gen. Ogaref, who decide ho is guilty and
condemn him to Siberia for life. Bot
he escape from Siberia and come to tins
cawntry, w'ere 'e die. You see, ho catch
the cawnsomplion w'ilo he is lock op in
prison five, six years. Two years al-

ready 'e has leeve here in my 'ouse, dy-

ing aw the time."
"Ho must bo a remarkable man. Is ho

meetable? I should liko to know him."
"If you 'ave come two, tree weelcs be-

fore, yes, you can meet him. Bot since
two, t'ree weeks 'e is moch worse than
he 'ave been formerly, and 'o see no one
excep' tho doctor." . After a little pause
he added blithely,' "He never be better
again, I guess."

"It's rattier sad for his daughter," 1

suggested.
"Yes, you right; hit is. She 'ave to

work to gain their life, and at the same
time she must Lo his norse. Yes, it is
hard for her, no mistek. She get tired
hout."

"Is her only means of livelihood her
painting?"

"Yes, that's aw. She mok beeg crayon
drawings for photographers, and she
pent miniatures and hoil paintings. I
get her to pent a miniiuure of myself on
hivory. She pent beautiful, no use talk-

ing. W'at you think of this?"
He unbuttoned his coat and extracted

from its inner pocket an oval caso in red
morocco. Opening it he submitted for
my inspection tho miniature in question.

"Eh, w'at you think of that?" he re-

peated.
I was surprised to find that it was an

exceedingly clever piece of painting. In-

stead of the conventional product of the
miniature maker that I had expected I
beheld the handiwork of an able and
painstaking artist. Well drawn, well
modeled, well handled in respect of
color, it presented tho exterminator to
the life. His wig. his powder, his rouge,
hia jewelry, his toppish costume, and be-

hind them all. liko a skull behind a
mask, his geuuino old age. were reflected
as truthfully and as pitilessly as in a
looking glass. It was justice untem-pere- d

by mercy, and it wa3 extremely
good.

"Why, this is capital!" I exclaimed.
"She has real talent. What a shame
that she should wa. te here-.-l- on minia-

tures and working for photographers!"
"Yes. it is beauuful: it is very fine,"

acquiesced Giselle, grinning compla-
cently. "Bot if she work for photogra-
phers, yon know, hit is because, as we
say in France, it faut vivre, ono must
liva What would you ave? She mek
no money if she don't."

"Yes, yes, I understand. But the wo-

man who painted that has it in her to
do things that would really be worth
while. Does she never attempt anything
better?"

"H you come down stairs wiz me,"
returned the txtorunnutor. "I ehow you
a beeg picture w'ich shy pnt. and w'ich
I tek one tinw in place of the rent money
they howed me. It is magnificent; it is
supairb. Yon come, yes?"

"Why, yes: by ail rawtns," said L
And thinking in my soul that a land-

lord who wonld take paintings in lieu r.f
rent money was a moat convenient sort
of landlord for aimers to put up with,
I followed him down stairs. He led me
to the back room on the second story,
which was funrshed as a bedroom, and
there, bavirg clo?ed the door and thrown
open the blinds. "This is my oaie." he
announced; "and here is the picture."

He had described it as a big picture:
and big it scarcely was. Bat in point of

artistic marit it farsurpassed what I had
come prepared for, even though the

-- ecimen of her work which he h&c
iiown me above stairs had been to good,

its dimensions were perhaps two fet bj
eighteen inches, sad it represented th
interior of a dungeon or on cell. An
oblong window, too high up to be reach-

ed without a ladder, too narrow to per-

mit the passage through it of a human
body, and further protected by stout
iron bars, admitted daylight and framed

liaaKUcaof 6l&-Ttm.iz- Fos.- -

rest there were bare stone walls, a stone
ceiling and a stone floor; while a broad
vtone slab, so constructed that it formed
i part of the solid masonry of the
wall from which it projected, was the
July piece of furniture in evidence, and
manifestly answered at once for bed,
stool and table. So much for the acces-
sories. They were rendered in s spirit of
:xact, almost photographic realism; and
he effect of massiveness. remoteness and
jloorn, proper to the subject, was vividly
onveyed. And now tho interest of the
ompesition centered in tho figure of an
Id man, seated upon the broad stone

with his elbows resting on his
nees, his fingers buried in his long,
rhite beard, and his eyes fixed intently,
vacantly, painfully straight before bT

There was something so irresistibly
pathetic in that old man's face and figure
that I, who had come to criticise, felt
myself instantly penetrated by an emo-
tion of distress and sympathy as if I
were looking upon a veritable human
being and not upon a mere effigy in
paint and canvas. His foci-- was terribly
emaciated; tho cheekbones and the
bridge of hi3 nose seemed to be almost
starting through the skin. His hair and
beard were long and white and un-
combed and untrimmed. His skin had
that clayey, ghastly pallor which results
from long seclusion from fresh air and
sunshine. His clothes were old and
worn and they hung baggily about his
limbs as if he had shrunk up within
them. His attitude, limp and bent over
and huddled together, breathed a broken
spirit in every line; and his eye3 in their
fixed, purposeless stare expressed the de-

spair and the hopelessness and the deep
dull pain that consumed his heart far
more movingly than words ever could
have done. In examining this picture
you quite forgot to think of the artist's
technique, which, however, was excel-
lent. Indeed, if the drawing, coloring
and modeling had not been very good
no such final emotional effect could have
been obtained.

"Well," demanded the exterminator,
who stood at my elbow, " 'ow you like
it, eh?'

"Oh," I said, "it is very strong. Very
powerful and imaginative and moving.
But how did she come to choose such a
painful subject? And who was her
model? Where did she ever find such
an awfully broken down old man?"

"Eh, for the sobjec" she pent w'at in-

terest her, I suppose. The model, 'e was
the ole man himself."

"What old man? Where did she find
him? It's a wonderful face like the
wreck of a face that had once been
strong, intellectual, almost beautiful."

"W'y, don't I tell you it was her ole
man, her fazair; Dr. Eczardy, who leeve
opstairs."

"What!" I gasped. "Her father? Her
own father?"

"Yes. It represent him in the prison
in Rossia, w'ero they keep him five, six,
years waiting to be tried, and w'ere 'e
catch tho cawnsumptiou. You see it
was pretty hard staying all alone there,
in soiitar confinement, one, two, t'ree,
four, five, six years. 'E pretty near go
crazy."

"Hard! I should think it was. And
you I don't see how you can sleep with
that picture in the room."

"Oh, yon get use' to it," he explained,
with a shrug.

"But she! However she could bring
herself to paint it I can't understand.
Her own father! The subject i3 horrible
enough in iteolf. But when it comes to
one's own father! To work over such a
thing day after day, week after week!
I don't sec how she could do it. She
she must be a young woman of consid-
erable grit."

"Yes, you right: she his," said Mu-

selle. "She toie me about tibat picture,
'Mr. Muselle,' she tole me, "I want to
pent a picture w'ich mek people see "ow
m Rossia they treat a gentleman who is
arrostd only "as suspect, and before 'e is
tried to find if 'e is guilty or hinnocent.
'E is only suspect, waiting to be tried;
yet for five years they keep him all alone
there, in eolitar' eonfmexaen like that
till his "e3lth is destroyed, lids career in
the world ruined, his heart broken, his
mind almost gone crazy and his family
not kno "ng if 'e is dead or alive, or in
Rossia or in Siberia, or w'at, or w'ere, or
anysing about him.' She tole me that,
to "explain w'y sho pent him that way."

CHAPTER IV.
LISTENING.

One aftemoou a week or so later
while I was at work washing my brushes
in my studio somebody began to sing in
the room above. The voice was femi-

nine, a deep and ovt control . and I
took for granted that tne singes $iust do
Miss Eczardy. I listened v.ithagood
deal of interest, as well as a good
deal of pleasure, for beside that the voice
was in itself agreeable the song she sang
seemed to mo to be very curious as well
as very pretty. Though the words, of
course, were nuito indistinguishable I
guessed that it was a Russian song, per-

haps a folk song. It had much of that
savago impetuosity of rhythm and that
almost barbaric- - brilliancy of color which
we feel in rom; of the compoeitionB of
Rubinstein. It was swift, merry, jubi-

lant even, in its movement; yet a pro-

longed minor wail seemed to run all
through it, giving a secondary effect of
?orrow. Here an"u there would occur a

repetend. consj--nn- of a succession of
tense high notes; every now departure and
variatiun of the tune always Sniahed by
bringing up at this same repetend; the
influence of it upon the hearer wa very
strange. It sounded like hilarious laugh-

ter, yet at the same time it sounded like
wild, passionate sobbing, an I it moved
the hearer at once to pain end to pleas-

ure in a way that was vary strange.
Gradually as I listened the rhythm

appeared to become more regular, the
eccentricity of the melody to moderate
a little. "It begins," I thought, "to re-

semble something that I have heard be-

fore. What? Ah, I remember; it is a
good deal like that song of Carmen's
whereby poor Don Jose is made to lose
his heart to her. There is the same
effective v.e of the chromatic scale. She
does it beautifully. I should immensely
like to see h'r. I can fancy the way her
eve flashes, the way her cheek flushes.
She must be pretty. No woman could
sing with so much fire and spirit unless
she wer-- i pretty Hello! what is this?"
The floor vermyhead had begun to
vibrate to the measure of a dance; the
singer had begun to dance in time to her
music. It struck me all at once that
this was a little singular. Could Miss
Eczfirdynot only sag but dance with
her father ill unto death in tho next or,
for all I knew, in the &rs& room? I
was pondering this enigma in my mind
when somebody rapped upon my door.

"Come in." I called.
The exterminiisor entered. He en-

tered on tipue. as if fanrfnl of xaaking
tli-- liiitncie. S5.d Jl&.JbJ3 Siwuir

raised, ms lips par u-- ia ii:s brows
knitted, as if to enjoin silence upon me
as well. I looked up, pussled, and wait-
ed for hi to vouchsafe an explanation.

He advanced very close to ine, when,
bending forward, and protecting his
mouth with the open palm of his hand,
he demanded in a whisper: "Eh, you
hear that!--"

"Yes, I hear it," I confessed.
"Well, the ole feller you know, the

ole feller, her fazair?"
"Yes. Well? What about him?'
"Well, ho feel better. Ca va mieux.

You onderstand:"
"Ah, that's it, is it?" I exclaimed.

"Dr. Eczardy feels better, and his daugh-
ter celebrates his improvement with a
song and dance."

"Yes, that's it. She sing and dance
for him, and that show he feel better.
W'enover e feel pretty good halwsys 'e
mek her to sing and dance. Helikeit."

"Well he may. She has a sweet voice
and she sings with spirit."

"Yes, yon right; she sing first class.
Bot you bought to see her dance. She
dance! Eh, I never seen anybody dance
like her. It is magnificent. I go op
stairs now to congratulate them, be-

cause 'e feel better, you onderstand.
Then mebbe they hask me to walk in-

side and mek a visit. Then mebbe she
go hon to dance, and I set there and see
her. It is as good as a theatre. It is
wors five dollars. Well, goo'-by.- "

And waving his b?diamonded old claw
at me he accomplished his exit. I felt
as though I should not at all object to
following him. I was beginning to be
mightily interested in Miss Eceardy;
and I am sure I should have surpassed
the exTerminator himself in apprecia-

tion of her dancing if I, too, had been
permitted to witness it.

CHAPTER V.
GUESSING.

I dined that evening at a little Italian
restaurant, around the corner from Mon-

sieur Musello's, in Second avenue, where
very edible dinners were served for very
reasonable prices. While I was discuss-
ing my maearoni there an incident be-

fell which struck me as both interesting
and suggestive. A young lady entered
from the street carrying a basket a
small and rather pretty basket, woven
of bright green and red straw. She was
manifestly not a stranger in the place,
for immediately upon her entrance one
of the waiters stepped forward to meet
her, and taking her basket from her he
handed her a bill of fare. This docu-
ment she studied for a minute, then
spoke to the waiter as if giving him an
order. He went off bearing her basket
with him and during his absence she
stood near the pay desk and chatted
with the proprietor's wife, Mrs. Maras-chin- i,

who sat in state behind it.
Presently the waiter came back and re-

stored her basket to her, now manifestly
heavier than when she had parted with
it, and having settled heT ecore and
given tho waiter his gratuity she re-

turned into the strest. This episode, I
say, struck me as both interesting and
suggestive. Interesting, because the
young lady who sustained the chief role
in it was very far from commonplace
in her appearance. Of all known types
of feminine beauty that which I person-

ally admire the most is the Titianesque,
i1i TvnmATi who is of larcro and cenerous
molil, yet softly rounded, with a small
head sot upon a full and graceful neck,
a white skin just transparent enough to
be warm in the cheeks, and, to crown all,
golden brown eyes and golden reddish
hair. And of this type I had never seen
a nobler spodm'jn than this young per-

ron of whom for some thrr--e minutes I
had been suffered to gaze my fill

in Marasckint's.
"If ever I am to fall in love," I said

to myself, "it will be with a woman of
that sort. That is the sort of woman I
have always longed to paint a figure
tall and strong, yet rich and supple and
womanly; skin like the flesh of a
camellia, vet delicately touched with
color of rose: hair like a mesh of flames,
and eyes that can light up with laughter,
melt with tenderness, or burn with
passion, according to her mood. I have
always longed to paint a woman of that
sort, but models are so hard to find, so

lare. A perfect model I have never
seen until I wonder who she
is."

And vronderimr who she was. I began
to perceive the buggestiveness of the
pnicoae. It seemed to me to suggest '

that my fair unknown miut liave an in-- 1

valid relative at home a father,
mother, brother, husband, unable tc
leave the ho to whom she waa
bringing the contacts of her basket.
And then all at once it flashed aoross
ttiv mind. "What if she should bo Miss
Eczardv! Miss Eczardy, come for her

j father's dinner!" I grant you that was
i an entirely unwarranted and far fetch-

ed conjecture; more especially so be- -'

cause this irirl's stvle was essentially
southern and Italian, and Miss Eczardy
was a Russian; but it took possession of
my fancy with the tenacity of a provod
fact.

"Yes, Til lay a wager thit waa Mist
F.r.7Ardr come forherfather'H dinner. By

Jove, if that magnificent creature lives
under the same roof with me" Upon j

that hypothoow as a corner stone my im-- 1

agination proceeded to rear a fair and
radiant castle in the air. j

I did not see the exterminator again ,

until tho next afternoon. Meanwhile
the musical sntorUnmient above stairs
had ben repeated, leaving me to infer
that Dr. Eczardy'g health was still on
the mend. When nsxt afternoon Mu-&dl- e

dropped in to see me, after we
had exchanged tho ordinary Ealntations,
"And our invalid up stairs? I ; "I
hope ho continues to feel better."

"Oh, yes; e feel pretty good. E 'avs
his hups and his downs, you know, and
jus' now 'e 'ave a hnp. By and by e

'ave a down again, then mebbe another
hnp. But he nver get well. TE dia bo-fo- re

twelve mawns, I bet you feefty dol-

lars."
"Do they keep house up stairs there,

or do they go out to their meala, za I do"
"Yes. she go hout. Not him- - "E can't.

E too sick. "E stay at "ome w'ile ho go

bout and get his dinner in basket.
Then she come back, and they heat it to-

gether in tbdr room."
"What eort of looking person is shiT
"Oh, ehe pretty jood looking sort. She

aw right about her looks."
"Tea, but her style? la ehe dark or

fair, large or small? Can't yoa des&rite
her to me?"

"Well, she pretty beeg. TaM woman,
you ondersissd, and rise ?3r. Tb&a

for coksr treH, I ssf&xe yw call her
fair; bit she gt red fciir. Ssis look Hie
a 2niou2le. if you kaow w'at twt
mE3-- " '"A Msridlonala? IWs ccd, cocssd- -

u.chA!j.:a- i- "

"Yesyou right; it's hodd. Bot her
mother sho came from the south of
France. She was a Frenchwoman. Miss
Eczardy Bpik French, as, good as mo."

From which conversation it appeared
that my far fetched conjecture had not
been altogeSher mistaken, after all.

CHAPTER VL
FAINT KSAitT.

TTcU, there we sat, facing each other.
A fortnight slipped away. The health

of Dr. Eczardy, as the exterminator kept
me informed, contmuod to improve.
Every afternoon his daughter rang and
danced for his pleasuring. I conceived
a hundred schemes by which an ac-

quaintanceship b9tween them and mo
might be brought to pais;, but I lacked
the executive ability to carry out any
one of them. The simplest schemo of
all, namely, to ask the exterminator to
present me, was the least attractive. I
really doni; know why. In the end,
however, I resorted to it.

"I told you a while ago that I should
very much liko to meet Dr. Eczardy.
You said then that he was too ill to see
people. But he is so much better now
that dont you think?"

"Well, I tell you w'at ;I do," my land-

lord returned. "4T11 hask his daughtair.
Til request her permission to introduce
you."

"Thank you; that will bs very good of
you," I said.

"I'll hask her this afternoon and let
you know right away."

He left me, but at 5 o'clock or there-

abouts in the afternoon he came again.
"See," he began, "sho 'avo written her

answer for yon to read."
He handed me a visiting card. Upon

its face was engraved "Miss Sophia
Paulovna Eciardy." Upon its obverse,
in pencil, was written: "Miss Eczardy
thanks Mr. Eliot for his kindness in

to niwet her father. But Dr.
Eczardy is on the cvo of leaving New
York, and aska will need all his strength
for the journey he is about to tako Miss
Eczardy fears 'that tjbo exciteroent of
making 8 new acquaintance might bo
bad for him. Sho regrets, therefore, that
tho visit so kindly propoood by Mr. Eliot
must for the present be deferred.' I
vow to you that as I held this card in
my hand and e&w her writing on it and
realized that she had written it for mo

I vow to you that, coid and formal
and disappointing as tho mossaje she-

had written was, my heart was piurced

by a feeling so like l:e thrill of love that
I can think of no other name to give it.

Next instant, however, "What!" I
turning to the cxterminutor.

"They are on tha eve of leaving ew
York!"

"Oh, nun nun no," he quickly reas-

sured me; "not they. Only him. 'E go
to Bermuda to pase tho winter. 'E atart
on Wednesday niurnsn Sho only tolo
mo today, or elto I had tole yon bofore."

"Oh, I see," I said relieved. "He goea

alone. And sho"
"She will remain 'ero. She go hon

living opstairs alone by herself. Her
father leavo her in my charge. I tek
good care of her, don't yon be afraid."

"I'm not afraid," I anrored. "1
think her father has left her in vary
trustworthy h.idr. lint I should think
it would be pretty hard for her to stay
on here alone, with hor father away ill,
perhaps dying. It will bo rather gloomy
for her, won t itr

"Eh, w'at will you 'ave? She must
stay 'ere to do hor work and gain their
bread. Th doctor 'ave ordered him to
go w'ere it io warmor for tie winter; and
since ehe is not rich taongh to go wir.

him 'e must go alne, and she innst re-

main alone behind."
"Ye?, I understand." I vd.
On Wedn?day morning I bird a

carriage rattle Mp to oiJ" ii'rand stop
there. Th"n, looking oat of my win-

dow, I saw Miss Eczardy vamut fromlhe
house, with her vhiee hnirod old father
loaning on her arm. I did mt succeed
in catching a ghmjipe of ibo old man's
face; his back was toward m from first
to last. All I saw was bis frb!e, totter-
ing body, and h:e loog white hair escap-

ing from bencct'a b hat and falling
down almost to his sboohr. Tho ex
terminator followed tb, bearing the
impedimenta of th&wl straps, tetp, etc
He got into the carnage with tan, Mid

the carriaK dror
"Well. Vn boS at la." he told roe that

evening. "'We bad a fearful riiao down
at th steanxw, she ft It k bad. Sho

cried nd mod, and would not be com-

forted. But at hut th Rteataar sailed
and 'e was ho. Coming back in tb
oarria.'j'i she ciioi hall the wy. 8b
tole me, 'Mr. MusoHt,' eh to! me. 1

am sure I nsver will tee soy farair aiiva
aKin.' I tole her I ht ! ffry dol-

lars e come back &w right. Boi between
you and me I shouldn't wondair ef
die down there. "Ba a ftarfal ck
man, no mistk."

On Saturday cvenis I weat to get
my dinner at MaxcdBia't. ihxt litti
Italian ordinary in Scond aea-- of
which mention haw brea made before.
I focsd ths pfc&ee crowded to ororfiow-in- g.

as it was pretty apt lohnoa Saturday
evening: and hariag koked aremod is
Tain for an caccocpiod i&bi 1 wm
en th plrt of ? Jtwar lo

joow'isiwe when Um atrjjn-m- g

wife f the pTOprfaacr. o"wrn3g m

prdic3ttit and rthsateat to he c
r&ckootsg. C22M iip i z&9et& tarn to
mcacin. 'Xq jjuuST wb? qom- - 0-a-

at'

&H nsit. I tA&ks a ptca for J- -

Sbe ltd me iatoa umuCl boekreccn.
properly a Esrt of br lo ti
".jtcivea. wkh iirrJ m arsawry of
JtroagjaeM, its will brfas Vastd "W
dresMrs contufci'ay $ota sad ps&, spt
aadskesrtK sag saeh o4c , of-

fensive aod deievSrs; m txo Afcfuic" lo
oosapite t"as MCHVUaosm rf Mfcd
cook, bai whfco, os temmm hkt Um

zstabsst. was zstt to

and there she kept her prondso fdzna&&
a place for me by ordering- a chair to ba
brought and planting it at oao side of a
tiny tabla, tho oppoaita ado of "which, j

was already in commission.
"Set there," she bado me. "YooTl b

all right."
I obediently seated myself therer but!

did so with a beating heart, for
pant of the other side of ths table waa
Miss Eczardy.

Well, there we sat, facmg- each other
across that tiny table throughout that
long Italian table d'hote, and ate our re-

spective dinners in solemn, unbroken
silence. I wanted desperately to begin
a conversation with her, but! lacked tha
hardihood to speak tha first word, and
of course I could not expect the first
word to coma from her. I thought out

doren possible maneuvers by which
tho ice might be broken and tho conver-

sation started: but when it came to tho
rub of putting any ono of them in opera-
tion my heart failed ine, my tongus
dove to the roof of my mouth. I fancied
I had got my courage qtxJte screwed up
to tha point of asking her to pass tha
vinegar; that, it seemed to me, would
be a natural opening and one that might
lead to somoihing: but thoa at the
eleventh hour it occurred to mo that tho
vinegar cruet stood within easy reach of
my own hand, and that it would be in-

finitely ridiculous to impose upon hor tho
supererogatory task of passing it. and so
I dared not. This was utturly absurd.

There was no reason why we should
not chat together She knew who I was.
I knew who eh- - "Vs; wf were members
of the same g dwellers under tho
same roof tree; wv id even correspond-
ed together did I not hohi,inmy pos-essi-

one of her visiting cards, with a
noto writtun on it by her hand for aiy
eyes? There could have bean na earthly
harm or wrong in our speaking to oach
other and making friends. It would
have been unconventional, if you like,
but not unconventional in any bod sens;
and beside, isn't unconvantian.nHty in
their mutual intercourse tho privilego of
artista? Yet there we sat va-n-ri- s, dis-

tant not moro than eighteen inohua from
each other, and my clrildiab timidity
tied my tongue and prevented my mak-
ing the first advance.

As time went on and I sow tho mo-

ment drawing iitar and nearer when &ho

would have fini3hHl hfsr dinner and boi
ready to leavo tk restaurant my anxie-
ty to speak to her waxed more intense,,
but not so my courage. I wondered
whether sho spprecintod tho situation as
I did and jn'reerved my faint bcartod-nee- s,

and waa huighin,; ut me in bed
sleeve. I stole a glauco at her beautiful
white faco; it w&3 inscrutable. Precat-- j
ly nho rofo froii her chair, nut on her;
mantle und moved off into theolherrocaa,
into the street.

Tho chance wan gone. It was too lata
now. Sacli a chance might never occiuA
again. I ruvilod inysolf with cvsct aev
loud bat dttp.

CHAPTER VTL

White and beautiful and rttU, tot SopAU
Paulovna Bcuirdy, Jtad.

On Monday morning tho pot buought
me a Letter. It wu a letter that I had
boen expecting for r. pood while, mvX,

othr thing ocal, it ought to havs
caused xat tha JlTc"It pleasure. It wm
a letter from Ur. Arclibotd Wmthsep,
a wetdthy citizen of Bwton, brrtehftg ml
to come Qnd eXZij ut hi haasn aad ptdnt
the portraits of hia wife and hk two an
married daugb?fl. It "erftt W hav
aSordcd iaa the Itf- - Ut pomibla eada
faction, for it aieaata good lot of moacy,
and it meant abo. what wm mar Im-

portant, thj first neriouu top In my r.

Yd. a a matter o feet, it afiardod
me no satisfaction yrhMtrtmr, mt osiy
vexation aad rjTt Of coscxe I ceroid

not think of Myuc nu to it; t&at ircrald
bo to fly in th fi- - mi ProrkUaiec But
if I said yes U it I m"l humr to fctvt
2Cew York and rmnaAn r for oopiu
of month at th iburUwfc: tmA tor ma
fcona which tile roador wH arrfew I wai
loth to Iflave Kewr York oftm tor a xnrtm-nigh-

Howevfjr, Hie a true Amsicao tin.
Irate- - lying betwen boote an tM5 eo
hand aod seatucat on ti ot3r I coat
th fivf in fsTor of bvuinvm, kmI two
dayi lavs- - found m aboard the a?trr
noon ejqmo tin 'ioas4 lor Bonton.
Tim extonBltr and I hd had an af
feotionai perfctMT. Mid I hod oxsetw!
from torn a & th$ fc wooM writ
to Ida aod let tao know "tow tteagi
wct ca." I tkd not mrnnskta Xta Be
zardy mm to hum. bt I Mt mre that
when ho wrote to mm law lottor yfoeid
oowtaia vary uf Ur

Of y m Bootoo. nUtb ku-- J

C3 tSl after Xrw Tswa. I will ooly y
two word tt Uufl triHi of
Um r,iif JK3t aoDo makfe? tin
bsort jpr fuMftor 1 slwocfct eo msoii
of IT BVaw-- r: aor Woattrul fJ fo
was m often rtafrj. Wkxr a7 tSB&ss-natic-

1 fmm9rMl7 nrA
the wvaie4 I kfi4 had to
make hr r.scfMiBVKK? I r eagerly

We! forward to m? ream to 2a--w

York. Traa I wig far asodicr cp--w

ttuuty. I BttpMt 'A Wrrrrl, tfaat rf
aod br i (togae to raalfco what komm.

tt tmms. iku I waa aot etopry ia-ti-u

M ia bc. hi that I wa ia 1st?
x?t& 2mc. Ytt, that 1 ttm is lorn, Lead

over u la lo" with a yos wtssaa
Uvb whoaa as4 axjvil ncr a word
h&d fee--a oxcbaagtM. aad wa doafrlies,
w waareary mart taao kali oaoae o!

ebj exuteaee.
HoaawfcSo. J waited amaifpdr

letter Msm8 bad jMoooooi to to.
Bet Aar grow iM ww api wool
wer leatf&xTsmit fcU o"qdfraodfriyrojr . nm

cabapfqr. I fate to uottolp-Tf- l glilf fcy

rsftt& fc M tmmmmtmjmmga tojpK

asm fa smmA now; tetJokaewsiBa


